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When Mother and Father married, this forty-acre farm was given 
to them. Incidentally, Father and my Uncle Earl lumbered, getting 
the virgin trees from their own woodlots, and Father helped with 
the farming. So, he continued these until about 1887 or 1888, when 
he had asthma so badly he had to leave the farm because of the pollen 
dust. My parents moved to Carbondale, Pennsylvania. Up until that 
time they had lived in Clinton Township, Wayne County, Penna. 


Father worked for the Ontario and Western Railway with a wreck- 
ing crew for several years. Then he was employed by the Hendricks 
Manufacturing Company in their shipping dep't. Occasionally he had 
severe attacks of asthma and suffered intensely. In his fifties, he 
began having difficulty with his heart, due probably to his long 
strife with both rheumatism and asthma. After several months of 
confinement in his bed, he died on November 26, 1911. He is buried 
in Clinton Cemetery, Wayne Co., Penna. 


Thus far, I have glimpsed a bit of his life. But, while these 
are principally facts they do not portray my father as I remember 
him most. He and Mother never made material things the main purpose 
of their living. They were frugal and tried to save something from 
each pay envelope. We had a comfortable house and home about the 
average one in the upper middle class group. They concentrated on 
the more valuable aspects of life--on virtue, honesty, reverence, 
industry, cleanliness of mind and spirit and body. The mind, I 
believe, they were greatly concerned about. They made our evenings 
such that we studied our homework. Nothing seldom interrupted these 
activities. Father always, when we asked him, would put down his 
reading and come to the kitchen table where we studied and look 
over our problems and show us where we were wrong. I never recall 
one instance when my father was away from home for an evening with- 
out Mother being with him. I never recall their spending any money 
for themselves alone. I never recall Father having but one suit of 
clothes--that a very becoming grey broadcloth. It was his Sunday 
suit. 


He loved to sing, had a clear fine tenor voice. He loved 
music. In those days during the summer months, the Carbondale Mozart 
Band gave open air concerts on some Saturday evenings. Seldom did 
our family miss these concerts. We walked to the city, as did most 
of the city's music lovers. It was always an event. We joined many 
people of our neighborhood all going to the concert. My sister, Ora, 
about this time in our history, was quite a belle, very beautiful 
brunette with a slight graceful figure. She left us usually, joining 
friends and having a gay evening. Most of the young people instead 
of standing in one place, would stroll thru the crowds; for them, it 
was a social affair. Father was quite lame and each step was pain- 
ful, but he felt greatly rewarded by his walking down the hill and 
back whenever the band struck up their glorious Sousa marches. Be- 
fore he was married he belonged to the Clinton band. This band met 
for rehearsals in an upper unfinished part of my grandparent's home. 
Father blew a horn and also played an accordeon. 
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